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I KNOCKOUT on the way! Tim has rocked the badman with a jolting loft hoot, and i 

now cocking his right fist for the driving haymaker that will put the villain to lesp 
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TIM HOLT 




TWHEN THE gLASHERAND 
HIS'' SUN -TOTING PALS 
CUT DOWN SLOW iRi/NNER 
THE PAWNEE BRAVE, IN 
DARK MILE PASS, THEV SET 
FIRE TO THE PIERCE AND 
SAVAGE TEMPERS OF HIS 
TRIBE. BLACK. WAR PAINT IS 
SMEARED ON FACE AND CHEST! 
BOWS ARE STRUNG! ARROW- 
HEAOS ARE SHARPENED.' 

Wwr OF THE FURV THAT WAS 
TO BREED A BLOODS SAVAGE 
INDIAN WAR SWEEPS TIM 
HOLT ON THE GOLDEN STALLION, 
' -U8HTN1NG—0NE MAN ALONE 
AGAINST A NATION, RIDING A- 

"WHITE MAN'S 
WAR TRAIL/" 
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TAKE MSS.SAXTER 
TO TMS T BAR 

CHITO. THEN MEET 
ME IN THE HILLS. 
I'M GOING TO THf 

PAWNEE CAj 



TO THE PAWNEE 
CAMP? AFTeJ? 
WHAT YOU HAVE 
SEEN SEE THEM 
DOING? YOU A££ 
LOCO, HA 




Unknown to tin\, the pawnee shavcS 
have made their report, and their in- 
flammatory words arouse the angsr 
of wa7ches-the-sky, pawnee chief 




MlLENTLY THE GREAT BOW SENDS 
~FOR AN INSTANT, THE ARROW IS 
DRAWN TO ITS DEEPEST LENGTH- 
THEN RELEASED! 
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f^HAT NIGHT, AS TIM AND CMiTO — 
UNAWARE THAT THEY HAVE BEEN 
SPIED UPON AN0 TRAILED— DOZE 
LIGHTLY BESIDE A SMOULDERING FIRE.. 
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Raking to the thunder op sixsuns tim and chito- 
dive wildly across the fire - ' 




iiDED 3> 
THE CLARE OF 
THE FIRE, 
PLACED AT 
THEIR BACKS 
BY THEIR 
WILD LEAP, 
THEY CRAB 
FOR THEIR 
MOUNTS 

BLINDLY... 



Y N0W-8ACK AT THEM N 

BEFORE THEY CAN RECOVER 

■(from THEIR SURPRISE.' j 
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/* )$ THEY HIDE, TIM EXPLAINS- 
^ THEN THE PAPPLECHS 3AG 
IS OPENED -AND PAWNSS 
CLOTHES COME OUT/ MOMENTS 
LATER, TWO INDIANS #&£ THE 

L AMONG THE /^f^' 



WlEEINS -APPARENTLY IN PANIC- 
BSFOPE THE ONCOMING KILLERS, tim 
SWINGS LIGHTNING ALONG THE 
PAWNEE VILLAGE TRAIL " 



WHITE MEN FOLLOW 
PAWNEE.' HAH — 
LET THEM RIDE ON 
INTO VILLA3E — 
WHERE CHIEF TAKE 
!E OF THEM 
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VEDERAL MARSHAL REX FURY LEAPS TO 
THE LEAD HORSES, TRIES TO 9WIMG 

THEM AROUND... ^—rl ~ 

'GOT TO SET 

" TO WAKE 

' AGAINST 

THOSE RED 




JSARSHAL REX FURVS HANDS DROP ANO LIF 

HE SWINGS UP ON TO THE INDIAN PONV 

THUMBS RELEASE HEAVY HAMMERS... 
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SECONDS LATER... Ifa| 
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JiAUSHT UP B/ HILLSIDE ECHOES, FLUNG FRO« 
CK WALL TO CANYON BLUFF, ' ! ~ 
LOUD AND SOLEMN., . " 
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| Jfcj* THEN — M"OH» J0PH PWOTMKBO* SUUI»M 
CVS* AND SWEATING PACM - THR «PBCTRAL 
HOWBBMAN PACES PROM »«HT BKCBPT FOR... 




t£9p. 




-*b %- 
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'anp shaking crazilv, 
PMOThBRO PUMPS lead 
MADLY- AND WILDLY/ 



SMAKiNvJ LIKB A LEAP IN 
HWINDS-'ORM, THE WHITE RKNCSADE 
BLIPS AND PALL« PPOM TM1 ttAODir 
AND LIBS HELPLESS , CHUPQ BPING 

WITH F1AB... ' 

VIC / **»/ 
ARE VOu ReAPV,~7 ONLVPUTVOUR " 
PROTHBRO? WILL f MfADflACKON/ 
>OU «0 OUI1T4.VP 7 WT tTBACK/ 
PUT 'rOACHS 
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^^»-;.s >0*"*J Jf« vdOvAH Wn w<S HMfTI MAfff, MMN, WW 
mtK T*E MESA CO.0CAPC COl/WTffv TO fWTW *tfip W T»£ MWil 
CATTLEMAN'S KACE, HI FOUND HIMSELF 8l0"*0 INSTEAD '*rC A 
TkTTOO 0* THUNDE.3IKQ HOOVES *«* BAKKINS flVS TwAT 5T£UK> 
,VT AAUQDtft! ^ 

JB:VO AS ft'*C t££ ffO<?F 0* A KlLLECS TRAIL 
XfTtV VQUNG JE*P Til* t"0.r MAPS 4 DARIUS JUMP <MTOA... 

"«AC* «» LIFB!" 
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fh*t «wtk wir. 


1 DUMC SENT ME ^y 
I H5 SAV I AM FOR 
I TO SIVE AtflRGAN , 

L good meal. A 


. LAST MEAL W% 
> FOR A -<KJ 

condemned ym- 

MAN , HUH P W 


* 


OKAY — GO j\ 




sj. AHEAD! Al 


Bj' I 


^'flSD 


K&HW 
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SlflWIV THE MAIN STREET OF MESA COLORADO, DUHC LEE PACES > 
WHtSKZy-MADOENSD MOB. MS WORDS A RE INFLAMMATOR Y^* " 
APPEARS. A MAN SHOUTS SAVASELV.. — 




PROMT OF THE JAIL 
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Over and ovsr w the dust tim 

ROUS, LOCKED WITH THE GUNMEN. 
HIS FISTS SLAM HOME IN RIBS AND 
ONJAWS.AS THE RACE SWEEPS PAST 

\ n — fsbsE**?^ 

J GOT TO GET 
RID OF THESE BAD 
HATS— OR THEY'LL 
PRAY ME LONG 
ENOUGH FOR LEE , 
TO WIN THAT 



JtNALLV, VN\ LASHES OUT ONCE 
..: TWICE... 




)lVCE AGAIN IN THE SADDLE, 
TIM WHISPERS ENCOURAGE- 
MENT TO THE MIGHTY GOLDEN 
STALLION.' LIGHTNING'S HOOVES 
SPURN THE GROUND. FOOT BV 
FOOT HE GAINS ON THE DISTANT | 

HORSES . . . I ' ~"V~^ 

-' Fa5TER,B0y.,. '" 
FASTER! YOU CAN DO IT.' THOSE 
HDRSE5 CAN'T HOLD A CANDLE 




SHERIFF HESE'S LEE'S CONCHA THAT I FOUND 
AT THE HERMIT'S CASlN. I IMAGINE IF VOU SEARCH 
HIS SO^MS YOU'LL LOCATE THE GOLD DU5T HE 
STOLE FROM OLD PETE. HOW THAT JEFF MORGAN 
*A5 .\\0NEY TO HIRE A LAWYER, HE'LL WIN FREE 
OF THAT CHARGE LEE WRAPPED ON 
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pORPORAL Chris Hecker toed his black 
\ gelding past the red sandstone outcrop- 
ping and reined in. Far above him dark 
against the blue bowl of sky, a rising pennon 
of smoke from an Apache fire broke and dissi- 
pated under the tongue of a breeze. Hecker 
scowled and shifted restlessly in the service 
saddle. He knew they had seen him. He knew 
they would be drumming heels in their horses- 
sides to overtake him. What worried him 
was— could his tired horse outstrip their fresh 
ponies? 

He had ridden hard and fast from Fort 
Cobb, swimming the Washita and picking his 
■ way through the lower foothills of the Wich- 
ita Mountains, carrying orders to the com- 
mand.ng officer directing a new attack on 
the renegade Apaches who were out under 
Mangas. If those orders failed to get through 
It would mean a summer of raiding and mas-' 
.acre by the Apache, on the ranches of west 
Texas I Corporal Hecker tightened his lips 
until the tan of his face showed white He 
knew what Apache raiding meant. He had 
seen charred timbers and the bodies lying in 
them. 6 

With a muffled imprecation, he swung the 
hammerhead gelding around and sent him at 
a loping run down the shallow side of an 
arroyo. He thought of the men who had fol- 
lowed the guidons with him for the past five 
years: men like Hank Elkton and gruff Bill 
Standish. He had a thick reading glass for 
Bill in his gutta-percha cartridge case and a 
new revolver for Hank tucked away in his 
.addle-roll. He wanted to get that glass and 
gun to his old friends. 

The corporal grunted. "Who'm I trying to 
kid?' he asked himself. "All I'm really in- 
terested in is saving my own skin!" 

But deep down in his heart, he was aware 
that more than the loss of his own life 
troubled him. He remembered those burned 
ranches, and those inert bodies riddled with 
war arrows, and he shuddered even in the hot 
sunlight. 

The hammerhead was across the far bank 
now, and moving along a wide str. tch of 



sotol-packed flatland Hecker rode with the 
straightbacked sway of the cavalryman, knees 
gripping the sides of his mount. Once he 
turned in the saddle to scan the wasteland 
behind him. 

He was moving through a formation of 
volcanic rock that caught the hot sunlight and 
reflected it in shimmering waves of distorted' 
neat. A thin trickle of sweat darkened the 
back of his blue shirt. His hair, under the 
black campaign hat, was moist. Faintly, borne 
on the slow breeze that came up from the 
flats, he caught the ulullating notes of the 
Apache war cry. 

He twisted around, resting momentarily in 
the stirrups. He could see them— six faint 
brownish dots on moving colors that were 
their pinto ponies. Hecker grinned mirth- 
lessly. Six to one. He shrugged. It could have 
been worse. 

For the first time since leaving Fort Cobb, 
he corporal rammed in his spurs. The gelding 
lurched forward, seizing the bit. He ran with 
the smooth power of a well-trained saddler, 
his riders stiff figure moving easily to his 

But they gained swiftly on him. The geld- 
ing could not take the rocky raaJWs a? the 
p.ntos did the flat stretch behind him. And 

w'ith r °" " d devils move<i int ° the rocks 

Corporal Hecker had served five years on 
this frontier. He knew that the Apache was 
as much at home in the red sandstone tongues 
and tufa formations as a rattler. But the 
rattler gave warning. An Apache would creep 
on top of you silently, with no hint of his 
coming. And by that time, it would be too late 

The Apaches began shooting from a dis- 
tance of five hundred yards. The carbine bul- 
lets went wide, but their screaming piininne 
as they ricocheted off a rock tongue sent a 
cold chill down his spine. 

He was guiding the gelding over a rough 
section of shale at the rim of a canyon side 
when a bullet caught the gelding and sent it 
pitching sideways over the edge of the cliff 
Hecker kicked his feet free of the stirrupH 
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and lurched wildly at the reddish bluff. His 
fingers caught on a curved stone and clung. ( 

Panting, sweating, he pulled himself up- 
ward. When he was on firm ground he turned 
and stared below. "My carbine ... my ammu- 
nition . . . everything down below!" He had 
five shells in the service revolver at his hip, 
and a cartridge case he had emptied in order 
to put Bill's reading glass inside it. 

"Six Apaches — five bullets'." he groaned. 
The corporal scrambled up the face of the 
ledge, hunting cover. The fear was slamming 
his heart against his ribcase. "What kind of a 
chance is that?" he asked himself as his 
fingers found holds, and his toes dug into 
shadowed niches. "One white man against six 
Apaches — in these rocks!" 

Only 'the fierce instinct of self-preservation 
made him belly down in the dirt sink he 
found on the red sandstone bluff. He looked 
down. 

The Apaches were nowhere to be seen, but 
their ponies stood a hundred feet below, their 
tails switching flies. Hecker rubbed his palm 
against his yellow-striped cavalry pants, and 
then put jt on the curving grip of his gun. He 
drew the Colt and held it balanced in his hand. 
An arrow, dipped in pitch and set afire, 
rose high above the rocks. He rolled aside as 
it dug into the soft earth. The flame went out. 
Hecker groaned. If he could only relight 
that arrow . . . hurl it back ... hit one . . . 
force him to betray his position! 

Hecker froze. Desperately he clawed at his 
gutta-percha cartridge box where he had put 
the thick reading glass for Bill Stander. He 
held the glass above the arrow, watched the 
beams of sunlight focus into pne brilliant dot 
of .whiteness. The pitch smoked, burst into 
flame. Hecker threw the arrow, carefully 
. gauging its flight. It dropped into some sun- 
dried grama grass where it lay. smouldering. 
Now other arrows sped through the air. 
bright with flame. One by one he relighted 
them, hurled them back The Indians were 
calling to one another in gutteral tones, shout- 
ing their amazement at this white man who 
could set fire to something without match 
or light. 

Hecker chuckled. He'd show them some- 
thing more in another minute or two! . 

But the Apaches were losing patience in 
this game. The white man was proving too 
elusive! They shouted to each other, urging a 
quick rush. Hecker heard them, and gripped 
his revolver tightly. 

"HAI-YUA-YUA-AIEEEW !" 
The warcry froze his blood! They would be 
charging toward his knoll, now — six red 
fiends to face the five bullets in his Colt. . . 

Hecker lifted from the protection of his 
rocks. -He fired— and missed. And then his 
ears caught the sudden roar that told of dried 



grasses long smouldering, springing into in- , 
stant flaming life! A sheet of red went up all 
around the knoll! The Apaches were scream- 
ing, trying to run, their moccasins burning 
and their short jackets sparking and smoking, 

One of them fell back into the flames, jacket 
and moccasins flaring red. Two others turned 
and ran. Three came right at Hecker where 
he crouched behind the rocks at the top of his 
knoll. They made good targets. Hecker did 
not miss at this short distance. 

He threw himself down as the hrc rolled 
above and beyond him. The rocks broke the 
red flames, though in the tiny natural oven 
where he lay the heal was awful. But it was 
gon'fl in seconds. Hecker came to his feet and 
stared at the black charred desolation. Then 
he looked down at the reading glass that was 
still clutched in his left hand, He muttered, 
"A white man's magic. HuhJ Reckon Bill 
Stander will have to find himself anew read- 
ing glass. This is one thing I'm carrying with 
me from now on! It's going to be part of my 

■gulation filed equipment. Yes, sirree!" 
THE .END 




BEFORE the coming of the Spanish, the 
Indians of the Plains region had no 
horses. It was the Spanish horse, brought to 
America by Coronado, deLeon and others, that 
ran wild, bred and spread across the thickly 
grassed southwestern plains, that made the 
Plains Indian great. Horsemen like the Com- 
anche and the Cheyenne originally used dogs 
to drag their Travois from one village site to 
another However, when the pintos and pie- 
balds scattered in large bands across what is 
now Texas. Colorado and Oklahoma, the 
Plains Indians were quick to see their possi- 
bilities No longer were they a nation oi foot- 
travellers. Now they made their way on fleet 
horses! ■ 

The Comanches and other tribes evolved an 
entire art of fighting with the advent of the 
horse. They raided on horses to steal horses. 
The horse became a symbol of wealth. A man 
with a large horse herd was a rich man. 

AN ODD FACT about the Indians was 
t that they mounted their horses from the 
off. or right-hand. side. No white man would 
ever think of mounting in such fashion. Their 
saddlers — especially the half-wild bronc of 
the cowboy — would pitch and buck and sun- 
fish at being treated in such unorthodox 
fashion. But the Indian mount was used to 
it. At a distance, such information saved many 
a lone traveller's life. If he saw distant men 
mounting from the right, he knew them for 
Indians, and laid low! 
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RUNAWAY STAGECDACH..A DRIVER 

SLUMPED IS THE WILDLY CAREENING 
SEAT... A GiBL SCREAMING IN TERROR 
... THE WHIPLASH CRACK OF FUR- 
SUING RIFLE FIRE — THESE ARE 
THE TERRIBLE PORTENTS OF A 
GRIM AND DEADLY DRAMA INTO 
WHICH TIM HOLT GALLOPS DES- 
PERATELY, A DRAMA THAT BE- 
CAME LESEND AS — 

The Hands op 




■ CABBiNS BARK'S, A BULLET 5IN5S 
*~AND LEAD 5LAP5 FLESH,.,! 
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I WONDER WHERE 
.THEY'RE TAKING THAT 
AWFUL AWN? AND 
CO YOU THINK THEY'LL 
FiND OUT WHO IS 
TRYING TO KILL 
VOU, DAN " 
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^Mhen, SWtfTLV 
AS A STRIKING 
ADOBR, A BANDAGED 
HAW LEAPS FROM 
A FUNEREAL- BLACK 
SLING — 
A' BANDAGED 
HAND WITH 
A BUN IN IT...! 




I'LL NEVER FORGET WHAT VOU 
B0Y5 DID FOR ME, TIM ...AND I 
WONT FORGET HOW SURPRISED 
YOU LOOKED WHEN VOL! WALKED 
INTO MY ROOM AND SAW ME 
PRACTICING HOLDING AND 
THUMBING MY GU 



V 

ID \ I 

:ed j /■ 



ONE THING 
THOUGH, DAN, 
I WASN'T 
AS SUR- 
PRISED AS 
BH-L DARBY 
WAS...! ' 




I A PAIR of "sixes" call the hand! 
| The smooth-looking gambler with the 
I fancy vest stares into the business 
I endof Tim's menacing gun and knows 
the chips are down and th 




PUZZLE picture^ Tim didn't tel 
the story, so v. 



is going on here! Car 



why is he 



ft Tim's? And who is the' man behind I 
"them? And what do they watch? 




rill I B0B msrs AMAZINGLY EASY 

NEW* PICTURE METHOD 



SHOWS HOW TO 




IN 2 
WEEKS 

YOUR MOHEY BACK 

Think Of 
The fun 
You'll Have 



EH GUITAR PLAYERS have mid 

"ntflHE METHOD" imiir..v.H 
r.-meniloualy and is id<-al for be. 

;^amV 1 V F 'd»rh,iw C a H A l .'u«m?carnloplay 



Tin: GUITAR 



Play in 2 WEEKS or YOUR MONEY BACK 



„|„1» 



; actual photographs! 
re and hi.* lo place 
..Bob provides 101! 




BOB WEST, Dept. 164, 

1865 MILWAUKEE AVE., CHICAGO 47, ILL. 






I Sl.e- rl«-= | 



ADDRESS-. 
CITY 



_BOX„ R.F.D.— 

STATE 



SEND NO MONEY;! 



SAVE MONEY ON A GUITAR 

.ft own *1M5 v -■ — 
nly $14.95. ! 



